ITALIANS   IN   EXILE

Caruso. But as yet he was soft, sensuous, young, hand-
some.

They sat at the long side-table with their beer, and
created another country at once within the room. Another
Italian came, fair and fat and slow, one from the Venetian
province; then another, a little thin young man, who might
have been a Swiss save for his vivid movement.

This last was the first to speak to the Germans. The
others had just said 'Bier.* But the little new-comer
entered into a conversation with the landlady.

At last there were six Italians sitting talking loudly and
warmly at the side-table. The slow, cold German-Swiss at
the other tables looked at them occasionally. The land-
lord, with his crazed, stretched eyes, glared at them with
hatred. But they fetched their beer from the bar with easy
familiarity, and sat at their table, creating a bonfire of life
in the callousness of the inn.

At last they finished their beer and trooped off down the
passage. The room was painfully empty. I did not know
what to do.

Then I heard the landlord yelling and screeching and
snarling from the kitchen at the back, for all the world
like a mad dog. But the Swiss Saturday evening customers
at the other tables smoked on and talked in their ugjy
dialect, without trouble. Then the landlady came in, and
soon after the landlord, he collarless, with his waistcoat
unbuttoned, showing his loose throat, and accentuating his
round pot-belly. His limbs were thin and feverish, the
skin of his face hung loose, his eyes were glaring, his hands
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